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None - one shot 


Cliff walked into the living room, a six pack of beer in one hand and a joint in the other. There was James, 
sitting on the settee and looking uncomfortable. He was squirming about and seemed to be trying to get his 
hand down the back of his t-shirt. 

"Hey dude", Cliff said, sitting down next to James. "You want a beer?" 


"Um, in a minute", James grunted. He removed his hand from his t-shirt collar and out it up the back via the 


bottom. Cliff put the six pack down on the coffee table and stared at James curiously. 
"What are you doing?" he asked. 


"Trying to reach a fucking inch on my back but | can't", James growled. He removed his hand and rubbed up 
against the back of the settee but to no avail. He scowled with exasperation and Cliff laughed. 


Is not fucking funny", James snapped. "The human body design is fucking dumb!" 


"Dumb?" 


"Well flawed then! What's the point of being the most fucking advanced species on the planet if you can't reach 
to scratch your back all over? Stupid fucking design". 


Cliff smiled and put his joint down on the ash tray for a moment. "It's not stupid Jamie", he said. "There's a 


reason for it, ya know?" 

"Humph! What reason?" James asked disbelievingly. 

"Social interaction’, said Cliff, lifting up James' sweaty t-shirt at the back. 

"What the hell is that?" James asked. 

"You know, bonding”. Cliff began to scratch James all over his back. "OK, tell me when | find it". 


"Ah yeah, that's nice", sighed James, relaxing and leaning back against Cliffs hands. "Yeah, that's it, you've 
found it. Scratch there, OK?" Cliff laughed again and continued with relieving James’ itch. 


"That better?" 


"Yeah, really good". James smiled and leaned against Cliff, putting his head on the bassist's shoulder. At last, 
Cliff finished scratching and he tugged at James shirt. 


"No wonder you're back's so itchy. You're shirts soaked in sweat. You oughta take it off". 

"Uhhh" said James, looking shy and uncertain 

"Come on, you'll feel better with it gone". Cliff gently tugged James shirt up over his head and removing it, 
tossed it onto the floor. James looked down at his bare chest but before he had time to register his shyness, 
Cliff took hold of him by the shoulders and pulled him into a hug. 


"Cliff, what're you doing?" James asked nervously. 


| think | deserve a reward for the service | just provided to you", Cliff said with a grin James stiffened for a 


minute, then he gave in, relaxing against Cliff and retuning his hug. 
| guess this is bonding too?" he enquired. 
"Of course", said Cliff, cuddling James close to him. 


James lifted up his head and smiled shyly. "I think | like this kind the best". 


The End 


